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There were not many people in the church. Alice Frome
was not a woman whom many human hearts cared to recall
now that she was two years dead. No friend supported Sir
Charles. He was alone in his pew. Behind him a few people
scattered here and there emphasised the emptiness of the
building. The afternoon sun struck through a stained-glass
window and threw its colours upon the cold white marble
of the tablet in the wall on Charles's right hand. Incon-
gruously, a line learned in he hardly knew what remote and
irrelevant time spoke on the lips of his memory:

And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast.

It was so startlingly inappropriate to all he remembered
of Alice Frome that suddenly his heart was swamped by a
wave of pity for this woman now gone beyond the concerns
of her fussy ineffectual life. He had never loved her;
certainly he had never before pitied her or thought of her
as a being who needed pity. But now for the first time, and
too late, he saw her as she was, seeking to warm the chill
of her life with a little bustling bonfire of paper scraps. The
vicar's voice was sonorously engaged in eulogy. " Love of

humanity-----selfless devotion to the outcast and unfortunate

... the beloved helpmeet of our brother who now alone, as
when fortified by her love, wages a ceaseless war for the
deepening and humanising of our common life."

There were so many tablets upon the walls, commemor-
ating so much dust that for a moment had spun in the brief
gleam of life and now was still! Sir Charles, sitting in his
pew Sunday after Sunday, had learned the words of many
of them, unconsciously, by heart; but who these people
were, what they had meant and done in their lives that were
so lamentably less durable than these stones and inscriptions
that recorded them, he did not know. So, he reflected,
standing as the organ moaned and the thin scatter of
congregation joined with the choir in singing For all thy
saints who from their labours rest; so, it seemed to him, catching
through an open window the green of trees and the loud
happy cries of the birds; so it would be with Alice. Already
all the furniture she had used to fill the dusty empty rooms